ADAM DJOK! ADAM BAR?
Dimnalik and gazing at the bare country before us observed
—as he had observed at Toruksai: "Adam djok!" ("No men!"),
In avast circus our river joined the Patkalik, flowing from
the south. There were no human habitations, though fuel
was plentiful. The plain was covered with buturga, so we
threw away our stock of roots. We were following a path
now and I found myself moved by the sight of the first flower
of the year barely peeping above the sand, It was the three-
pointed blue star of an iris. The desolate stages really were
behind us.
Peter lent me his rifle. I was very pleased. This was only
the second time I had been so favoured, for ammunition was
scarce. On the first occasion, which was amongst the
tamarisks at the dead city of the Tsaidam, I had missed two
hares and now I was burning to revindicate my marksmans-
ship, more especially as we were short of meat. For once,
it was my turn to go on ahead, well in front of the animals
and keeping a sharp look-out. I reached the edge of a ridge
without making any noise and rejoiced to find a little
antelope grazing down below on the other side. I lay down
and fired. The bullet passed over its neck and was lost in
the sand. The antelope was surprised, but it could not see
me and stayed where it was. ... I had, however, been
given only one bullet. By the time Peter and the caravan
arrived it would be too late. ... So ended my shooting
exploits!
In the evening, having pitched camp after marching
twenty-three hours out of thirty-three, and our guide declar-
ing that next day there would be human beings at Bash Mal-
ghun, I used all the flour that was left to make a pot of
mien.
The Riches of Mature.
It was eleven days since we left Issik Pakte and we were
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